

The Tragedie 

AH to Rich . Awake and thinke our wrongful Ri. 

Will conquer him, awake and win the day 
Enter the Chofi of L.Haf 
(fho t Bloody and guiltie, guiltily av 
A nd in a bloody battel! end thy dayes. 

Think on L. Hafting$,difpaireanddie. 

To Ri. Quiet vu t roubl cd foule, awake, awake B 
Arrae,fight and conquer for faire Englands fake, 

£nt er the Ghofls of the two Jong Princes . 

G ho. to on thycoufins finoothred 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, (Tower, 
And weigh thee down e to riuine,fhamc and death, 

Thy Nephewesfoulesbid thee difpaire and die, 

T o i?r*Sleepe Richmond fleepe, in peace, and wake in ioVj 
Good Angels guard thee from the Bores annoy, 

■ Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappie Tonnes do bid thee florifti. 

Enter the Chofi ofQueene Anne his 
Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy 
That neuer fiept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations. 

To morrow in the battaile thinke on m 
And fall thy cdgelefle fword, difpaire ant 
To Rich. Thouquiet fuile, fleepe 
Dreame of fuccefle and happy vi&oric, 

Tby aduerfaties wife doth pra>\for thee. 

EntertheGhoft of Buckingham. 

Thefirft was I thathelptthce to the Crown c* 

The laft was 1 that felt thy tyrannie, 

0,in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefTe: 

Dreame on, dreameon,ot bloody deeds 
Fainting difpaire, difpairing yeeld thy breath. 

To Ri. I dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aid. 

But cheare thy heart, apd be thou not difmayd, 

God and gocid Angels fight on Richmonds fi 1 ' 

And Richard fals in height of all his 

2 {JRjchasrd flarteihout of a dreame,, 

K. Ri. Giue me another hotfe,bind yp niy wounds » 

JJauc meres e Iefu •’ fo ft, I did but dreame. O Cowst 
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feueralltale ; 


of Richard the third. 

0 coward confidence, how doeft thou afflift me? 

The lights burne blew, it is not dead mid nig h ts 

Cold fearefull drops ftand onmy tremolingnefh^ 

What do I feare ray felfe ? theres none clle by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is, I am_I •• 

Is there a murtherer here i no. Yes I am. 

Then flie,what from my felfe s’ great reafon 
Left I reuenge.What my felfe vpon my 
Aiacke I loue my felfe, wherfore ?for any good 
That 1 my felfe bauc done vnto “**' J 
G no : alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hateful! deeds committed by my i 

1 am a villaine,yet I ly c, 1 am nor. 

Foole of thy felfe fpeakc well, foole do 

My confidence hath a thou far J 
And euery tonguesbiings in a 
And cu?ty tale condemnes me 

Periurie,in the bigheft degree, » 

Murther,fterne mutther.iothe 

AH fcuerall finnes, all vfdcin each wg,. w. 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, guiltie, guiltie* 
Itfball difpaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die,no foule (hall pittie me: 

And wherefore fhould they ?fincc that 
Finde in my felfe, no pittie to my felfe. 

Me thought the ioules of all that I muri 
Came all to ray tent, and euery one did threas 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richards 
Enter %athfe. 

Rat. My Lord." 

King . Zounds, who is there# 

Rat, Ratliffe, my Lord,tis I: the early village coc 
Hath, t wife, done falutationto the morne. 

Your' friends are vp,and buckle on their armor* 

King. O Ratcliffe,I haue dreamd a fearfull dreame, 
W hat thinkft thou, will out friends prouc a.11 true ? 
Rat. No doubt my Lord. 

King « ORatcliffe,! feare, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord,be not afraid 
King .- By the Apoftle Paul,fl*tdowcs to nig 
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